MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

colonies, asked me if the Portuguese 'live with the English,'
and, on my denying this, whether they 'live in Europe.'
Another man asked me if London is 'a town or a
mountain.7 Yet the people who put these questions
had lived in the midst of Europeans all their lives,
and the three of them were Wayao, a tribe famous for its
intelligence.

It is probable that natives, in their endless conversations,
rarely talk about anything except their own affairs, either
private or tribal. Anything that does not bear on these two
departments of life is of quite secondary importance to
them. Their keenness to acquire manual dexterity origi-
nates solely in their desire to earn more money as artisans or
as mechanics. Even those who have lived in Europe prefer
to return to their own villages, and when there resume
their old style of living. Of course, exceptions do occur,
but they are rare. I remember a German telling me once
that, when he was travelling near Arusha, he met some
naked Masai who were driving cattle. One of them
saluted him in German and began a conversation in the
purest Berlin dialect. He had actually lived in that town
for several years.

One would imagine that in a country like Nyasaland,
where missions abound, all natives, even those who do not
belong to any mission, would by now have learned to dis-
tinguish between Christmas and other festivities. Yet this
is by no means the case. Every festival, whether it is of a
religious or of a secular character, is indiscriminately called
a 'Christmas.' They call a gymkhana a Christmas, and
bonfires 'Christmas-boxes'!